138	MEMOIES OF THE DUKE OF SAINT-SIMON.
was to give during the night, fixing the hour for each, so
that they might not arrive a minute too soon or a minute
too late, and secrecy thus be maintained to the very latest
moment.
Towards eight o'clock in the evening I went to the Palais
Royal. I was horror-struck to find M. le Due d'Orldans in bed
with fever, as he said; I felt his pulse. Fever, he had, sure
enough; perhaps from excitement caused by the business in
hand. I said to him it was only fatigue of body and mind, of
which he would be quit in twenty-four hours; he, on his side,
protested that whatever it might be, he would hold the Bed of
Justice on the morrow. M. le Due, who had just entered, was
at his pillow; the chamber lighted by a single wax candle.
We sat down, M. le Due and I, and passed in review the orders
given and to give, not without much apprehension on account
of this fever, come so strangely out of season to the healthiest
man in the world, and who had never had it before.
I exhorted the Regent to take as much repose as he could, so
that he might be fully able to execute the great work of the
morrow, the safety of the Regency itself being at stake. After
this I felt his pulse again, not without fear. I assured him,
however, his illness would be nothing; without, it is true, being
too sure of it myself. I took my leave about ten o'clock, and
went out of the room with Millain. When I found myself
alone with him in the cabinet, through which we passed, I
embraced him with an extreme pleasure. We had entered by
the back-stairs; we descended by the same, so as not to be ob-
served. It was dark, so that on both occasions we were
obliged to grope our way. Upon arriving at the bottom I
could not refrain from again embracing Millain, so great was
my pleasure, and we separated each to his home.*
The arrangements respecting the troops and for summoning
the Parliament, &c., were all carried out to the letter during
* All this is exceedingly amusing and characteristic. Our respect for
"Saint-Simon as a politician diminishes every page; but our affection in-
creases for the man. Behold him, in his great wig, -showering embraces on
his fat friend at every step !

